
CAAIN
COURIER
jhe79àâf1lf fV>ee4y

,er 14, 1912MIIL

N old woman, past eigbty,
but stili vigorous'of long
memory, sat in the

j, dîning-roorn of a ratber
defunct rural hotel last
summer, and talked of

siys. A motor-car bad gone
ling one of her geese. Now
;odd-ly moved to remnember

is tbey were when this old
:kle of a house was a hotel

ber busband in what was
roaring saw-rnill village.

at by what was once a heavy
iece. And the shape of the
'lace was stili there-boarded
,rnous and cold. She talked
days wben she bad cooked
>r the loggers on that ire of
g hardwood.
we bad to stop uising it," she
It got to smoking. We bad
i the bouse. Tbey're al

np. Sometimes 1 hear the
oaning clown and the old
alling. 1 guess bebind those
there's a heap of rubbisb
orne down ail these years.
w the martens do squabble
ild cbimney! Beggars! they
aIl to tbemselves now."
-emembered the first cook-
rought aiong there by a
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)nce she
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fluently, about gas grates than'any-
body e se, because he bates them
worst. When it cornes to the as-
bestos heater he's a perfect dic-
tionary of bad talk. But when any
of his near-fashionable relations
a&k: him to haul a chair up to an
electric-beater fireplace-well bis
face just crizzles up into concen-
trated disgust; he sulks and packs
off into, a corner and says,

"For the lordsake, lemme sit by
the stearn pipes or the bot-air chute,
if yeh've got one. I'd rather. That
thing? Say, I wouldn't be seen
spitting into that. Not me 1"

But of course Uncle Henry
-doesn't know mucb about modern
civilîzation as expressed in the cost
of fire. He forgets that people ini
town or out on the prairie don'rt
bave a bush lot where they can haul
up wood;-drags in the year 1912. Hie
doesn't understand wby we're al
somehow sick of steam radýiators
and bot-air grate3, and hanker to
get back to the fireplace--even if
it's only a gas grate or an electric
beater. In lact he's a Back-logite,
and I guess he's sorne pretty close
relation to the old Saxon that on
Christmas night helped to heave the
Yule-Log on the firepiace that was
big enough to bed a srnall horse
and then have roorn for thue dog.

AS for the old woman, wbose re-
ministcences opened this chap-

ter, the Christmnas of 1912 beinLy one


